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able, tho waste of time enormous. Out* man's soli* tary work (he died very yonn.tr, but It*' is Lnown to have excelled all in length of his hair and flu.* rednesss! of his waistcoats) resisted my etVorts to rapture it. At lust I C4iught night of the- precious volume/ tit a shop on tho Quui Voltaire. Tronduimc I asked tho price. The, man looked at rue earnestly and Answered, "A. hundred and fifty francs." No d*wl»t, it was a great deal of money, hut I paid it nml rushed home to rend. .Many that hail p'»ne before had proved disappointing, and I wan obliged tu ndiiaf Inut contributed little towards my inti*lU*ctual aiivan>*r-merit; but this—this that I had h«»ard a!«*ut ^o litii'/ •%—not a queer plirnse, not an out rap* of any #*>rt <>!" kind, not even a new blasphemy, nuthinit, that is !••» say, nothing but a hundred ant! liffy frun«^. Having thus rudely, ami very pikcltk<% ku«»r!v«*d my no?u» against tho bottom— this book wan, nitwit jisjwivdly, tho bottom of the litt»rut.un* of I^MO" I eawo tip t«» tho surface and beijan to loc*k arututd iny r*»ntt«ia-poraries for Homefhinir to rea*!.
I have remarked hefnre un tht* tustinrtivene.m of my likes and dislikes, on my wisrejiUbility t»» ihi> sound of and even to tho appearance of H name up«*« pjipc*r. I was rept»lled by Keeonti* d«» !,!.•>!** fr»»jn tin* lirnt, and it was only by a very delilx'rat" r*!ii!%ir-«* !*» my feelings that I bought and read **I*es f*i*rinr>i Ah-tiques," and uhes Poemes I»arbares;M I wan il^tN-iv*-! in nothing, all f had anticipated 1 found l«*tu", ii--t^ lato boredom. Leconti* dt* Lisle jtrttduci-M on IIP* f!.^ effect of a walk throu^l* tho ut*w Law C5iiiiii.'4% %vi?!*ong the quays and through every passage in Paris. The money spent was consider- of fit*' rStit*!* |t't»d:i; not tho infiiiii«iii?i nudity thiit HI*X ha« prr^rrvi-tl in this inndrrii world, but fliti eliuin pii||i4it mid**, •   ii If»vo of lift! niid bt^iiuty, tlitiut by a certain insistence
